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Rhythm Section 


Taylor was easy to seduce; give him either food, bikes, or music and you were well on your way to his heart. 
Out of the three options, food was probably the easiest of them all. You didn't have to have knowledge of 
either bikes or music. You just rocked up to a store, stocked up on yummy foods, and proceeded to feed them 


to your chosen target. 


Which is exactly what Nate had done. He'd spent a good two hours rolling around a high end supermarket as he 
picked out exactly what he'd give to Taylor. He had no intentions of cooking so he'd wanted everything to be 
preprepared and ready to go. He had bigger, and better, things to be doing. 


At the stroke of six, the doorbell rang. Kicking the oven door shut, Nate wandered through his house and 
towards the front door. Already he could feel himself beginning to drool, and it wasn't at the prospect of what 


was currently bubbling away in the oven. 


The house had been cleaned until it all but shone and candles decorated every surface. He'd set the dining table 
with his best silverware and crockery and made sure to have some of the sparkling fruit juice that Taylor 


loved so much. The entire building smelled warm and homely, an invitation to the man beyond the door. 


Wiping his hands on his apron, Nate opened the door and smiled. Taylor looked adorably confused standing 
beneath the little porch light. In the crook of his arm was a bottle of something. 


"Hi. Come on in" 
Taylor gave him one of his gangly shrugs before crossing the threshold and wandering in to the hallway. 
"So, where's everyone else, Mendel?" 


Nate felt a blush begin to creep up his neck. He was glad that he was looking at Taylor's back The dinner party 


line was a lie that he'd fed Taylor to get him there. Because Taylor wouldn't come if Dave wasn't coming. 


There'd always been something about the band's drummer and front man that Nate had envied. Despite his 
own, more than friendly, relationship with Taylor, watching him and Dave fool around for everyone and anyone 
had always been a small bone of contention Deep down, he'd wanted that. He'd wanted someone to tell the 
world that he was smokin’ hot, or that he was a good kisser, or that he was going to bolt them in their hotel 
room once the show was over. But no, he was Nate Mendel, a saint no less, who stood at the back of the 


stage and occasionally rocked out. 


Despite Dave and Taylor's handsy friendship, both of them were straight. Very, very straight. Not that their 
sexuality bothered Nate. He enjoyed a challenge. Having to deal with not one, but two, hyperactive idiots had 
honed his problem solving skills. Want Dave to calm down? Make sure the beer and alcohol are out of reach. 


Want Taylor to be a little less.. blonde? Make sure there's a quiet space for him to go and nap. 


"Yeah," he began, "they'll be here later. Why don't you come on through. Food's nearly cooked and it's their 
fault if they miss it" 


At the mention of food, Nate could almost see Taylor's ears pricking up. The drummer lived for music, bikes, 
taunting the fans and, most importantly, food. Sweeping in to the kitchen, Nate took two plates from the 
cupboard and placed them on the granite island. Above it hung a range of copper pots and pans. When he 
wasn't at the studio, he lived in the kitchen, creating, cook, and working. But tonight.. Tonight was about 


pleasure, not about the mountain of dishes that would come with his spectacle. 
"We've got cannelloni with ricotta cheese and spinach, a tossed side salad, and garlic bread. Sound good to you?" 


Nate peered up from the oven just in time to see Taylor lick his lips. The blonde man nodded and placed the 
bottle beside the plates. 


"Bought you some wine," he said in way of reply. 


Nate's smile was warm and genuine as he placed the steaming foil tray on a heatproof mat. "Thanks. You can 


leave it there. I'll open it later." 


Seducing Taylor without the use of alcohol would be hard. Dave would have been an easier mark. Fill him full of 
beer and he loved everyone. Getting love, affection, and more out of drunk Dave was no problem. Getting it out 
of sober Taylor was more of a challenge. But it was Taylor that he wanted and it was a challenge that Nate 


was sure that he could conquer. 


Discarding his apron, he carried the plates through to the dining room. He'd dressed for the occasion with a 
pair of tight dress pants and a dark button down shirt. He noticed that Taylor had done the same, almost as 
though he was expecting them to hit the town after they'd filled up on food. 


"Nate, why's there only two places set?" 


Putting the plates on their respective mats, he turned to the drummer. "They'll be along later. Dave called and 
said he had some appointment with Rolling Stone. Chris just doesn't respond to messages, period. Pat's.. being 
Pat. And goodness only knows where Rami is." He shrugged. "But they'll swing by later." 


He watched as Taylor's face changed from bewilderment to happy-go-lucky grin. "Awwww, Natey, if you'd 
wanted to spend some time with me you should have just said. Not tell me that you're getting everyone round 


for some fancy ass dinner party." 


At that, Nate's cheeks burned red and he dipped his head to open the bottle that sat between them. He quickly 


poured a couple of glasses of the sparkling apple juice. 


"Look," he softly began, "I did actually invite the other guys and they did genuinely turn me down. You can ask 


Dave tomorrow. He'll tell you what he was up to tonight." 

"Yeah, probably banging that fine ass chick he's got going on. Damn, she's fine." 

Nate all but winced at the words as he settled at the table. Hearing Taylor talk in such a way was painful. He 
liked to think that the men he played with had some kind of manners. Ninety percent of the time they did. But 
put a good looking woman in front of either of the Trouble Twins and those manners went straight out of the 


window. 


Quick to change the subject, he said, "Hope you like this, Taylor. | tried to think of the things that you like to 
eat but don't always get." 


That was all it took for Taylor to calm down and, for a moment, they ate in silence. 
"Hey, Nate," Taylor softly began, 


Nate glanced up from his plate and looked at Taylor through the flickering flame of the candles. The soft light 
caught Taylor's face, turning him in to a beautiful being. 


Nate smiled softly. "Yeah?" 


"Thanks for this. Really. Its nice to spend time with you without all of the other guys around. | mean, we are 
the rhythm section We never get to hang out. It's always me and Dave, or all of us together. | miss chilling 


with you. You remember the old days, right?" 


His smile widened a little as he nodded. "Yeah, | remember them. Remember you all but dragging me around like 


a toy" 


"I only wanted to make you feel included" Taylor's reply was entirely serious. There was no malice or humour 


in his voice. "You always like going off on your own and, well, | like being with you. You make me smile." 
Nate swore that he wasn't going to stop blushing. "Seriously?" 


"Seriously." Taylor's smile was soft and warm and, despite that years that were worn in to their faces, Taylor 


still had some of that wonderful boyish charm about him. "You make me smile so much, Nate." 


Those words tied knots in Nate's stomach and his throat felt like sandpaper as he tried to swallow another 
mouthful of pasta His emotions were starting to kick in, the ones that he'd kept under a lid and desperately 
tried to forget about. He didn't want to feel for Taylor. He just wanted to seduce him and maybe, you know, 
get him naked and in to bed. But no, those feelings were bubbling to the surface like the carbonated drink in his 
glass. 


"Yeah, yeah. | feel the same, Taylor. Really | do. There's nothing more that | love than seeing you every day. 


You make life easier, you know? Make it more fun" 

Taylor's eyes sparkled in the low light and he genuinely seemed to be enjoying their exchange. "Really?!" 

Nate nodded before turning his attention back to his meal. "Yeah, really." 

They continued to talk as they ate, sharing stories and swapping memories. Nate could feel himself opening up, 
the words coming more freely and his heart warming to spending time with Taylor in more than a sexual way. 
They rarely had time for just the two of them, their lives dictating that they were nearly always trapped in a 
space with four other guys. 

He felt Taylor follow him as he cleared the table and he began to realise why Dave adored the drummer so 
much. Taylor was like a puppy, forever at his heels, wanting love and affection And he'd get both of them. 
Starting the coffee machine, Nate loaded the dishwasher, acutely aware that Taylor was watching him. 
"Anything | can do?" 


"You can pour two mugs of coffee if you like. Remember where the mugs are?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, | remember, Nate." 


Taylor seemed to have calmed a little. Gone was the over the top personality that he often saw day to day. 
Bouncing off the walls and screaming around whatever building they were in was the norm for Taylor. But 
suddenly.. Suddenly something had flipped as though Taylor was reading the atmosphere and knew what was 
coming. Or maybe his dorky personality just took a back seat whenever he was around anyone other than 
Dave. 

Nate straightened up and smiled when a mug of coffee was thrust in to his hands. He took a sip before walking 
through the kitchen and to the lounge. Again, the lights were low and candles lit the corners where the warm, 
orange light didn't touch. Placing his coffee to one side, Nate dropped himself on to a well worn couch and 
smiled up at Taylor. The drummer stood in the shadows, his mug clutched close and an almost-nervous look on 
his face. 

"Why don't you come and join me?" Nate softly asked. 

Taylor took a single step towards him. "Nate? What's all of this about?" 

Nate frowned. "How do you mean?" 

"| mean the candles and the food and you and.. |?" 


He shrugged and sank deeper in to the couch. "I can't spend time with the other half of the rhythm section?" 


Taylor finally crossed the room and sat beside Nate. He clasped his coffee and looked down in to its depths. 
Reaching out, Nate placed a hand in the small of his friend's back. 


"Taylor, I've got something to tell you." 

Eyes, darkened by the shadows and partially hidden behind a veil of hair, looked up at him. Nate could feel the 
knots tightening and he rubbed his hand in small circles against Taylor's shirt. He could feel the other man's 
spine and the way that Taylor's rose and fell with each breath. 

Licking his lips, Nate slowly started, "Taylor, look, | know that you're straight and that, as far as | know, you're 
not in to guys.." He paused and took a deep breath. "Taylor, this is really hard for me to talk about. I've never 
had to talk about this with any of you guys before. But | like you. Like, really like you." 

Those hazel eyes widened and he watched Taylor swallow. Suddenly their coffee was a bitter memory. 

"Nate." 


His confession had cooled the air around them and Nate desperately wanted to fix it. 


"I'm sorry," he murmured, "I shouldn't have done this. Shouldn't have told you any of this.” 


The silence was thick and heavy and Nate moved his hand from Taylor's back. He could kick himself for 
dragging the drummer to his house in order to try and seduce him. Why not just confess that he wanted 
Taylor? Why go to all the effort of trying to get in to his pants? It was pointless. Taylor was a hot guy with 


women knocking down his door. There was no way that he wanted the ginger bass player. 

"Don't do that, Nate," Taylor mumbled. 

"Do what?" He could hear the heartbreak cracking his voice. 

"Move your hand. It felt good." 

"You want me to put it back?" 

In the dimly lit room, Nate was sure that Taylor's face was lit with a little hope. "Please." 

Nate tentatively did as he was asked and allowed his hand to rest just above the waist of the drummer's 
jeans. He felt Taylor relax beneath his touch. The drummer's head was still bowed and he returned his eyes to 
his coffee. 

"Why me?" he murmured. "Why now? You're a good looking guy. You could have anyone you want" 

"I know," Nate quietly replied "And | have. But none of them are you, Taylor. None of them have the same 
child-like excitement or warmth. | feel love from you, Taylor. Real, honest, down to earth love. Not something 
that's fake and stale because they want a warm body to lie next to or a wallet to raid" 

"Nate, | like you. You're one of my best friends. | just-" Taylor sighed and glanced up. The look on his face made 
Nate's heart skip a beat. "Kiss me, Nate. Kiss me like you've kissed all of the other men who've been in your 
life." 


"You're serious?" he asked. 


Taylor nodded and moved to place his cup on the table beside the couch. "Serious. Kiss me, Nate. Kiss me and 


mean it" 


He could feel nothing but warmth and love coming from Taylor. The drummer wasn't being malicious and wasn't 
intending to push any of Nate's buttons. Instead, Taylor was giving him a fair chance to impress him. It was a 
chance that he appreciated. 


Shuffling a little closer, he placed his free hand on Taylor's cheek. His thumb ran over the other man's stubble, 
taking in its coarseness. He wondered what it would feel like against this own skin or rubbing against his thighs. 
The thought made him squirm and he rolled his hips before settling back down 


He could feel Taylor's breath brush over his cheek, those hazel eyes, now darkened with lust, watching him 


intently. His dreams were coming true and Nate wanted to take the time to savour the moment. 
Fingers curled in to his hair and tugged softly before drawing him a litle closer. "Kiss me," Taylor breathed. 


Nate could no longer drown out his desires. He'd spent so many months pushing back the voices that told him 
to take a leap. They'd grown and evolved, becoming louder by the day. And now they'd brought him to the point 
where Taylor was all but sitting in his lap and demanding kisses. What kind of strange, alternative universe had 
he stepped in to? One where the man who chased chicks had suddenly decided that he wanted to try men, 


obviously. 


Taylor's lips were as soft as velvet. The drummer didn't move as Nate sank against him and allowed the bass 
player to gently explore his mouth. With a soft sigh, Nate tangled his hand in Taylor's hair and pulled the other 
man closer, crushing their mouths together as he hungrily took all that he desired. He felt Taylor sigh against 
him, the drummer's hand tightening against his head before he flicked his tongue over Nate's lower lip. 


"Open up," Taylor purred. 


Nate wasn't sure what was happening. His head swirled and he mewled softly before parting his lips. He was 
feeling, tasting and wrapping himself in all that Taylor was. It was something that shouldn't happen. Taylor 
should have laughed in his face and pushed him away. Instead, the drummer was forcing his tongue down 
Nate's throat as he crawled in to his lap. 


Long arms laced around his neck as their kiss deepened and Taylor's slender legs pressed against his thighs as 
he straddled Nate's lap. He let his hands ride up Taylor's back, his fingers bunching in to the hem of his shirt 
and pulling it up to expose his back. He wanted to tear the fabric and pull it away from the other man's body. 
Wanted to explore Taylor's body. Wanted everything that the other man had to offer. 

"You taste so good, Nate," he murmured. "Don't know why you thought I'd turn you down" 


Panting, Nate pulled away and looked in to Taylor's glazed eyes. "Because you're straight.” 


Taylor's grin was one of lusty hunger. "Just because something's straight doesn't mean that it can't be bent a 


little." 


Nate melted back in to the couch and clasped Taylor close as the drummer returned to attack him with more 


hungry kisses. The universe could stay just as it was because he'd got all that he wanted right in his lap. 


